
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                       N.Y. May 7th 1885 
My dearest dearest Harry, 
      I am going to start a letter tonight and will finish tomorrow, and will mail it in time for 
you to get it Sunday A.M.  I haven’t been able to get my letters in the 6 P.M. mail the last few 
days, but on week days it only delays them a few hours, but on Fridays I feel that I must get 
something off by that mail so that you can have a message on Sunday, and I know if it is late for 
that mail you cant have it till Sunday Monday morning.  Mamma has been out of bed all day, 
has spent her time on the lounge & in the big chair and has had a very comfortable day.  She 
feels very weak and is easily tired, and she said today “it is funny but some how or other I dont 
seem to care so much about being up and around since the doctor gave me his consent.”  She 
was tired out last night, and said when she got into bed “oh I’m so tired.  I tho’t it would be so 
nice to get out of bed, but I’m glad to get back.”  She didn’t sleep well, & yet she didn’t cough 
so I think she was too tired to sleep.  She tried to be smart yesterday and did too much, and she 
realized it herself, so today she has been very quiet & has behaved splendidly.  Carrie manages 
her better than we can, and mamma has been as good as could be all day today, has kept very 
quiet, and tonight seems quite herself.  I am so glad.  I believe she will have a good long sleep 
tonight and be much better tomorrow.  It has been a horrible day and she hasn’t been tempted 
to do anything rash.  Her cough seems to have left her.  Her right lung is still a little sore & she is 
very weak, but I think there is nothing more to worry about.  Carrie has been down to the N.Y. 
Hospital this afternoon.  She seems determined to go thro’ the training school, and I dont think 
it is a mere notion, for she seems very much in earnest.  Mamma tries to talk her out of it but 
she cant scare her worth a cent.  After she has been a nurse and earned enough to carry her 
thro’ she wants to study medicine.  There are many things I like about it, but my main objection 
to that sort of thing is that it is apt to take all the womanliness out of one.  I like to st see a 
woman with a mind of her own and a strong character, & plenty of pluck, but I hate to have 
them lack feeling, and tho’ it isn’t necessarily going to make them hard and unfeeling, it does 
have a tendency that way and usually kills the woman and makes her strong-minded.  I mean 
sort of womans rights on the Belva Lockwood order, and I just hate anything like that.  Most 
nurses grow hardened, tho’ many of them are lovely.  The majority of them are callous, & I 
suppose the best ones are so, for they have the necessary nerve, and tho’ I dont believe Carrie 
would ever become like Mrs. Lozier or Mrs. Ormsby yet I do thing think it would take away her 
charms, for by the time a woman has gone thro’ all she must in order to come a doctor, she has 
had to be pretty hardened.  I dont believe Carrie’s scheme will come to any thing, for I dont 
believe your father or mother would consent.  She isn’t strong enough to stand it and they 
wont let her do it.  I am sure they’ll make a fuss, and make her give it up.  I dont think she could 
go thro’ so much, for tho’ she seems well, she hasn’t been noted for a extraordinary strength, & 
yet it will break her all up if she is opposed, for she seems to have set her heart on it.  What do 
you think about her scheme?  I suppose you know all about it.  I hate to think of her going into 
such a hard life.  I believe she would be a lovely nurse, but she isn’t strong enough for it.   
       Your letters come in the afternoon now-a-days.  I wonder if the hour, for closing the 
mails, has changed.  Your letter this afternoon was lovely and did me so much good and made 
me so very happy, and all your letters have been such a help & such a comfort.  It was so 
comforting to know that I could send for you, if I needed you, and tho’ I felt it would not be 



necessary I was glad to have you want me to do it if I found that it was necessary.  I wouldn’t 
have sent for you unless things had been desperate, and if they had been I wouldn’t have 
hesitated about it even if you hadn’t told me, for I felt that you would want me to call on you if 
any thing happened and I should have done it, but I was glad to have you speak of it yourself, 
and I did feel that I could depend on you and lean on you, and it was a great help to feel so.  But 
now it is all over and it wont be necessary to send of you.  You will not have to leave Purdue till 
the 11th of June and then you’ll be needed here and will have to come to me as soon as possible 
after that.  You needn’t live in terror of a telegram any longer.  You have nothing more to fear 
now, and nothing more to worry about, so brace up.  Only a little over one month & we’ll be 
together, and happier than we ever were before, and we’ll appreciate it all the better.  It will 
add to our happiness to have it after such a hard winter, and it will be all the sweeter when it 
does come.  The rest of the trial will be easier, for I am sure nothing more can happen.  The 
worst is over.  All the weeks ahead will be hard, but we wont have so much to bear, and on the 
12th of June we’ll meet in Albany, and our happy summer will begin.  I have got to stop now.  
Will write more tomorrow and mail on the way from Orange. 
     Goodnight my own Harry with endless love and deepest devotion from your 
                                Effie. 
                                 


